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one was. It always gives one a turn to hear of the death of
someone you knew.
COLIN: I suppose it does.

LICONDA: Blake hadn't heard any of the details. Was he
taken suddenly worse in the night?

COLIN: No, he said he was rather tired. Stella and I were
going to have a snack before going to bed. He said he
wouldn't wait. It was very natural; it was getting a bit
late, you know. Harvester was here and he went along
with him and Nurse Wayknd and helped to put him to
bed. He seemed all right then.

LICONDA: Did he just die in his sleep?
COLIN: I suppose so.

LICONDA: What a mercy. That's the best way, isn't it?
We'd all give something to know for certain that when
our time came we'd pass out like that.

COLIN: He can't have felt ill, or he'd have rung. He had a
bell-push under his pillow and it rings in Nurse Way-
land's room. She'd have been down like a flash if
there'd been a sound.

LICONDA: She heard nothing?

COLIN: Nothing.

LICONDA: When did you find out then?

COLIN: Weil, you see, sometimes, if he'd had a poorish
night, you know, he slept rather late in the morning.
And he was always allowed to sleep on. You know what
nurses are. However rotten a night you've had they
come bustling in at the crack of dawn and they don't
care a damn if you're sleeping or not. You must be
washed and have your hair brushed and your pillows
shaken.

LICONDA: Don't I know it? I never know which I dread
most, an attack of malaria or a really efficient nurse.